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in England.    Meantime she used to knit little gar-
ments for Violet's baby in distant Moscow.

She was far and away more courageous politically
than most men, and I think this may be true of most
women who think about politics at all. Once the turn
over to Socialism in her early married life had been
made she maintained to the end her faith in the un-
compromising Socialism of the old Social Democratic
Federation as expounded by Hyndman, Quelch and
the rest of her earlier teachers. But the tumult
and noise of political strife, the boiling enthusiasm
of public meetings, and even the reflected glory of
great popularity and electoral victories often failed
to penetrate to the heart of the house, to the scullery
or the kitchen where a more practical though not
less serious work than Socialist propaganda was
going on.

She endured much at the hands of father's
admirers. They thought her marvellous, and said
so. She knew she was not marvellous, but did not
trouble to disillusion them.

They congratulated her on his achievements which,
they averred, would have been impossible but for
her help, encouragement and inspiration. She was
never a brilliant talker, and therefore took this also
lying down. But sometimes in her later years she
spoke a little wearily, if not bitterly, of the fate that
had kept her and father so much apart.

I never heard her grumble that it threw so much
work and responsibility on her hands, but that
she felt keenly the separation from him is beyond